CHAPTER XVIII
Josephine Plays Billiards at the Tuileries
JOSEPHINE found life in the Tuileries very pleas-
ant. It was thrilling to walk in the footsteps of
kings, to look out of their windows with the full
sense of ownership, to be courtesied to where they had
been courtesied to, and to sleep where they had lain. And
there were so many balls and receptions, dinners for two
hundred covers in the Gallery of Diana, and great closets
full of new gowns. But this transition from republican
simplicity to royal splendor had to be made adroitly.
Like skilful singers they went with the utmost smoothness
from one register into another; and the maid or two of
the rue Chantereine were increased but to three or four,
with a chef and a valet and few culinary domestics, be-
fore the whole flock appeared, of ladies in waiting, dames
du palais, butlers and pages, prefects and carvers, "chefs
of the service," guards, chamberlains, and grooms of the
chamber. The sibilant "citizen" must slide into the "Sire"
without any perceptible hiss or slur.
Indeed, Napoleon did not hear the "Sire" all at once,
even in that inner ear. Amid his blossoming generals he
still wore the simple green coat of a colonel of his chas-
seurs. And it was with difficulty that Josephine per-
suaded him to try that magnificent thing of crimson
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